THE TRAIN
The light went out.
Danilov was crying. Hot tears coursed down his
cheeks, but he felt nothing of them. A thick white icicle
hung near him. He seized it, snapped it off, and running
a little distance away, hurled it through the window. ...
There was the crack of breaking glass and a cry—
Fa'ina's voice. Danilov took to his heels.
As he ran he wept. All was over. Farewell love, fare-
well Fai'na, farewell dreams.
The man from town didn't wait for explanations
—he was no fool But the next day it was common talk
in the village that when the schoolmistress was coming
home from the club she had fallen and cut her face-
not badly, but there would probably be a scar on her
cheekbone. The women were all sympathy—what a pity
if it spoiled her looks! She was very popular.
"Why don't you go away somewhere, Vanya, for
pity's sake," Danilov's mother suggested. He said
nothing. There was nowhere for him to go. He went to
work felling trees and spent more than a month in the
forest. He worked with fury, trying to exhaust himself
and drug his suffering. If he could only tire himself
enough, he would fall asleep anywhere, wherever he
might be, "You're a glutton for work, Ivan!" the wood-
cutters marvelled. But then a message came to him from
the League group ... the League district committee had
asked them to send someone to the Party school, and
they had decided on Danilov. He well knew who had
had a finger in that.
He went to see her before leaving—he had firmly made
up his mind that this was the end, but there was no
reason why he should not go to say goodbye* It was late
in the evening when he came to her room, she was
sitting at the table correcting exercise books. She must
have recognized his step as he came along the passage,
but she did not jump up, her gaze was level, and the
stroag hand with a pen between the fingers lay easily
on the open books. ... She looked him straight in the

